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They say the fit survive,

But I invoke the spirits of the lost.

Those that have not survived, the darkly lost,

To bring their meaning back into life again.

Which they have taken away

And wrapt inviolable in soft cypress-trees,

Etruscan cypresses*

Evil, what is evil ?

There is only one evil, to deny life

As Rome denied Etruria                                        i

And mechanical America Montezuma still.

D. H. LAWRENCE
Fissole

DAY BY THE DESERT

ALONG the dry coast of Arabia

I heard the quail and the hard rattling tide.

Distant, as untuned bells by a mere-side,

Gaunt palm-fronds clanked, troubling the rare

And bitter morning air.

Then Azrael called to Ithuriel

Flashing his brass wings yellower than sand ;

Ithuriel with a golden horn replied.

Out of the resonant land                                        20

Noon passed and evening died.

SHERARD VINES

JUNGLE DRUMS

HUDDLING among the scared baboons, he watches
From his uneasy refuge in the boughs
The battle-royal as the lions roll,
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